(To anyone who may object to the nurse's addressing
Jesus in such an abundance of high-flown words, I say
that I can imagine no other tone for an angel speaking
to Jesus except the most naive and infantile praise, heaped
up and constantly repeated.)

Jesus exits. The door shuts. The nurse rises from her
knees, and looks long at the closed door through which
Jesus went out. She is still looking when people under
the direction of the doctor come in from the apartment
to rig an oxygen tent over the bed. She does not awake
from her reverie until the entrance of the patient's former
wife, since remarried. The divorced wife kisses the nurse.
A twenty-year-old boy, her nephew, enters behind the
divorced wife. The divorced wife and the nurse stand
with their arms around each other's waists in a far corner
of the room. The patient beckons to the hoy, and asks
him in a whisper to summon his lawyer, He wants one
last discussion of his will. The two women do not hear
this. But it is plain that the patient means to take care of
the nurse's future. The boy goes out into the living-room
to telephone.

Fragment of dialogue:

THE DIVORCED WIFE

(To the nurse)

Well, it would just be one of the cases that occur so
often in life where the patient marries his nurse,

NURSE

I don't want that,

MAN

But...art, shuts her eyes, and
